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Seclusion and I vis-a-vis, past care
Evening warbles in hues unknown to state
Of that tenuous virbrant Dancer Laureate,
0! reflexes, walk me unto His Square
Propitious,far-famed in obscure wear
For me to efface my-l-and rotate
This being thro' here and there early and late
Reading Him ostensibly showing fair
Up the pedestal'd heart asleep astir
In transparent joy to rid that blemish
Integraird like verdigris in copper.
Here is a King's Corona, here Threerthas Wish
To glow a wick by Nami Nandi's lighter
Gowpenfuls to set aside the darkish.
IV
Enter in abandon, you are born ahead, And for this you become Sivaganam And I thine servitor verily become. NamiNandi's is a word ever said; For his sake waters lit and waters fed, Handfuls-of-mud-turned-calyces did hum The hexad,octad,pentad and the sum Of Foot, Face of crest,of Hill where seated Are our Beings with Ourness none mixed Like waters with waters and flowers with flowers Balancing themselves on the agate of red O'er the spread of Time aeonically hours Flaming like His Eye so red-gianted As Betel-geuse-break for grace grain showers.circuit and bless. discerning scholar-reader alone, sometimes the writer daringly coins words even like Keats or Shakespeare. .
